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Never met with any Acci- 
dent, which more. couch- 
ingly furpriz’d me, than 

} the Death of my Friend, 
4 Sic. Portly Rufus, under 

Circumftances, with Re- 

i ii gard to his Fortune, much 
}@it . inferior to the Figure, he 

had « maintained: in the 

ZwiSil World ; and which made 

_ <a {uch Impreilions on his de- 
parting Soul, as fervd, at once, to excite my Biry, 





and inflame my Admiration. 


I vificed him, during his Sicknefs, and found his 
Family in great Diforder: The chearful Faces, which 
were formerly worn, by his Servants, as the lively 
Signals of his Hofpitality, were quench’d, and fad- 


_den'd by a Sorrow, that prov’d its Deepne/s, by its 


Silence, — He was fallen into a forc’d Sleep, when [ 
came down to his Houfe in the Country ; and it be- 
ing late in the Evening, I went to Bed, with a Refo- 
lution not to difturb him, ‘ull the Morning, — TI lay 
awake, and heard the Clock ‘trike One, indulging my 
‘Thoughts, under the Solemnity, of the Midnight 


-Darknefs, with a thonfand bufy Reflexions, on the In- 


ftability of our Health and Pleafures ; when, from an 


“Old Tower of the Parifh Church, which was almoft 
‘contiguous to my Chamber-Window, I heard the Tod, 


of a Great Bell, found out, many Times, diftindly, 
with a deep, and mournful Fullnefs, which left an un- 
ufual, Vibration in the Air; and had {carce ceas’d, 
when I found the whole Family alarm’d; and the 
Houfe fill’d with Shri-kings, and the moft diftrated 


_ Cries of Sorrow. 


I rofe, and drefsd myfelf, in much Amazement ; 
and, following the Clamour, found ir, collected in the 
Sick Man’s Chamber: — I was affur’d, at the crowd- 
ed Entrance, That Sir Portly was a Dying Man! — 
‘That the Bell, which had toll'd out, at Midnight, always 
did fo, of it’s felf, before every Death, that was to hap- 
pen, in the Family: — That it was a Warning, which 


had never fail'd: — And, That Sir Portl, who had 


been wah'd, ty the Sound of it, was, Himfeif, of the Opi+ 
nion, That he could live but a few Hours, ~ 

[ found my Friend, fitting up, in his Bed, very 
faint, and f{carce able to fpeak ; and looking round 
him, with a Mixture of Wildnefs, and of Sorrow, 
on the Diftraction of his aflemb!ed Family. — As 
foon as he faw me near him, He gave me his Hand, 
with a Glimpfe of Chearfulnefs, which feem’d to 
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brighten, through his Anguifh: = And, infifting, 
with much Earneftnefs, Thar I fhould be left, for fome 


Time; alone, with him, the reft withdrew, and I fat 


near him, on the Bed-fide. — He continued filénc, 
for feveral Minutes, fixing his Eyes on me, very fted- 
faftly, and with. much inward Commotion; till, at 
laft he {poke to me, as-follows., 

‘ You have tim’dithis Vifir, kindly ; for ir is the 


* Laft, you will ever make me: Ic is a fenfible Com- 


* fort, that I have this: Opportunity to communicate 
‘ my dying Sentiments, to a Friend; who’ will -be 
‘capable of doing «me Juftice, where the World miay 
* {peak of me with a miftaking Liberty,’ — Here he 
put a Key into my Hand, and directed me to find a 
Paper, which I have now in my Poffeffion; and from 
the Subject of which, I fhall take Occafion, fome 
Time hereaer, to draw more Obfervanions than One, 
for the Ufe of Men of Bufinefs, who may receive En- 
teftainment, and Advantage, from it. — He faid 
fomething, concerning his Private Affairs, in which, 
my Advice, he believ’d, might be of Service to his 
Family: And, then, affum’d a Difcourfe, on the Todl- 
ing of the Pariflo Bell, and proceeded in it with much 
Compofure. 


‘ I have neither Learning, faid be, nor Leifure, ro 
enter upon an Examinaticn, concerning the Caufes 
of thefe Preter-Natural Notices, It is enough for me, 
that Jt is thus: And you will foon be convinc’d of 
the Confequence, with Regard to my approaching 
End, — But, Ler noc any Thing, to common as 
Death, be an Affiiction, or Surprize, to you. ‘I 
have enjoyd my Bed of Sicknefs, like a Study. Ic 
has given me an Opportunity of retiring into my 
felf, without Partialiry, or Interruption’ — The 
Danger of my Condition drew a Curtain berwixt 
the World and me, and contracted all my Bufinefg 
into the Compafs of this filenc Chamber. Here f 
have feen Things, as they are, and learnt to judge of 
them, without Prejudice, | 
‘ To forfake che World, gives me tio Pain, from any 
Attachments to its Pleafures. Itcan tempt me with 
Nothing New ; for I have, already, feen it all, — 
Though I die (as I fhall) to Night, To-AZorrow wiik 
be like To-Day: The fame Sun will rife upon it; 
and leave it, in the fame Darknefs. — The Seafons 
will come round again, and be cal’d New; bur they 
will be no other than the Repetition of what I have, 
fo often, beheld already. — Why fhould ic ftart'e 
me, to be call'd back, to the Place, from which I 
came 
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° * camé hither $ I rofe, from Uncertainty, into Life ; 


* and Iam, now, but returning, out of Life, into 
* Uncertainty. Can any Thing be more reafonable, 
‘than, that, Orhers having given Place to AL, I 
* fhould give Place to others, in my Turn ? — Either 
‘ Lhave not made the proper Ue of Life, which I 
* have enjoyed fo long already, and therefore deferve 
“6 hold it no longer; Or, Having reapd the 
* Profit of Living, to what End fhould I with Life 
* Icngthen’d ? 

‘1 have many Hopes, ’tis true, which, it grieves 
* my Soul, to leave imperfect: But, if I would live, 
“ "till 1 am compleatly Happy, 1 feek, what is never to 
© be found. Ic were ro act, like thofe foolifh Indians, 
‘ who run themfelves out of Breath, to catch the Sun, 
‘ when it feems to fet, fo near them: — So might I 
* travel on, for ever, and weary my felf, to no Pur- 
* pofe: The Object of my Purfuir is not in the fame 
* World, where I am! 

* Yet there is one Thing, which makes Death terri- 
* ble, and triumphs over Reafon, Reflexion, and Phi- 
‘ lofophy! Ic is, That we are torn from our Friend's 
* Society. — That we are divided, by, perhaps, an 
* Everlafiing Separation, from what Love has made 
© dearer to us than our Lifeis! It is that Blending, 
* — That Liquefaction — or Confufion, of Two 
* Hearts, in one Will, Defire, and Intereft, which is. 
* the Spirét of all human Bileffings / Light is Darknefs, 
* without it ; and Profperity mot enjoy’d, but poffe/s'd, 
{ without Relify. 

‘ In this View, of our Soul’s Union, here on Eafth, 
‘ with fome kindred Spirit, which it delights to mingle 
“with, Death is dreadful, when it ftrikes between 
* us! — How many unfinifh’d Purpofes may it inter- 
* pofe itfelf, to the Difappointment of, with Regard to 
“ the Comfort, or Service, of Thofe, who are thus 
“ Dear to us, when we are cut off, by a fudden Sum- 


© mons, and allow’d no Time to compleat our yet -, 


* but intentional Gratitude, or give Perfection to our” 
© unripen’d Labours! Can a Husband fit Eafie withgA, 

* when he is ftraining his dying Eyes, for the laft, 

* afflicting, Sight of a Wife, who deferv'd his Ten- 
“ dernefs, and was intitled to his Protection; but, 
“ whom he is, that Moment, compell’d to leave, to 
© ftruggle with che Bitternefs of Want ; and acquaint 
* herfelf with the Licentioufnefs of Reproach, Con- 
© tempt, and Infult! — Or can there be a Strength, 
© in Wifdom, to. fuftain a dying Father, whofe Heart 
¢ istortur’d with the burning Uncertainty, of what 
* fhall become of his helplefs Children, expos'd, Or- 
* phans, to an unpitying World, without Guide, Sup- 


‘ port, or ' 


Profpect ? . 

Here, my Friend was interrupted, by the Impati- 
ence of his Family, who broke in upon us, with a 
Grief, which foon appear'd ro have too juft a Ground - 
For Sir Portly died, in lefs than a quarter of an Hour 
after, — There were many Circumftances, in the 
Manner of his Death, which will deferve to be de- 
{crib'd, in a future Paper: But the melancholy Im- 
pa they have left me under, will, at prefenr, be 

ft indulg‘d by an Abftract of fome Excellent Ver- 
fes, from a POEM, of Ats. ELIZ ABETH 
SINGE R's, on the Death of ber Husband. — Lam 
not fure, that [remember them right ; for it is long, 
Gince I read them: Bur there is fo much of Beauty, 
Nature, and Pajffion, inthem, that the Reader cannot 
fail ro difcern, and admire, the Author's Genius, 
through whatever Injury they may have fuffer'd, by 
any Iojuftice, I may, perhaps. have done them. 


[Ns what foft Language [ball my Thoughts break free’ 
My dear Alexis! when J talk of Thee? ; 

Nor Nymph, nor Grace, of all the fancied Frain’ 

Nor weeping Loves, /hall aid my penjfive Strain - 

True |Paffion bas a Force, too firong for Arts 

She needs no Mule, who can invoke ber Heart, 

Taftelefs of Forms, and from all Comfort torn, 

The Husband — Lover — and the Friend, ee T mourn ? 

All, that to Worth, and Tendernefs, was due ; 

Whate'ere Excefs the fondeft Paffion knew, 

I felt! — Ay Prayers to Heav'en, were, Al, for Thee - 

And Love infpir'd me, firft, with Piety, : 

Ob! Thou we'rt all my Triumph, and my Pride: 

My Hope, my Peace, my Shelter, and my Guide! 

Thy Love (/weet Study!) bufied all my Days : 

And my full Soul's Ambition was Thy Praife$ 


Why has my Heart this fond Engagement known > 
Or, why wou'd Heav'en diffolve the Tye, fo fon? — 
Whence had the Charmer all bis Powerto move > 
Or, why was all my Breaft fo turn’d, for Love? 


Ob! he cou'd talk! —~ "Zwas Extafie to hear ! 
The lift’ning Soul hung, trembling, on the Ear. 
Mufick’s whole Power dwelt, artlefs, on bis Tongue ; 
Awefully foft, like fome kind Angel's Song! 
Pain, that but beard Him /peak, was charm'd to Reft : 
4nd Mercy melted down the Mifer’s Breaft ! 
Flours, Dayty and Years, unheeded, took their Flight - 
For Time was only meafur'd by Delight! 


Fancy, frill, P seoege him, frefh, in every Grace; 
But, the thin Shade eludes my loft Embrace: 
The fhrinking Vifion melts, in fhapele/s Night, 
And a cold Horror blots my blafted Sight! 
Then, the paft Mif’ery rifes, to my View, 

His Death (fad Scene!) will be, for ever, New! 
Then, with the quickest Senfe, bis Pangs I feel: 
And bis Laft Accents o'er my Silence freal. 


“© My Wife > — my fharpeft Pain ! my fondef? Carel 
“ Heav'en, for Thy eg Sie a Dying aye : 
“« Will lead, and comfort Thee, when I amdeads - 
‘* When, from thefe aking Eyes, thy Form is fled: 
“ When thefe cold Hands, which, now, thy Grafp implore, 
“© Shall tremble, at the Touch of Thine, no more; 
“ Ob! where fhall my unfocial Spirit fray! 
“+ How, Err, unblest, along th’ Ecernal Way ! 
“* From all Engagements, here, I now am frees 
“ But That, which keeps my ling'ring Soul with Thee. 
“ How I have lov'd, thy bleeding Heart can tell: 
“ And = we MAY meet-! — ‘till which dear Time — 

(Farewell, 


He ceas'd — and waiting Angels catch’d his Breath: 

And his quench'd Eyes diffolv’d heir Beams, in Death ! 

But ob ! what Words bave Paffion, to exprefs, 

What Thought can feel, the Rage of my Diftrefs ! 

Why did they tear me from the breathlefs Clay 2 

I fhou'd bave fiay'd, and wept my Life away. 

Yer, gentle Shade! — where-e'er thou now may ft dwell, 

Where-e're thy Spirit does the Reft excell, 

If thou can'ft liften to my Grief, ob! take 

The fofteft Vows, that Love, and Truth, can make: 
For Thee, my Thoughts all Pleafure fhall foregee : 

My Tears, for Thee, fhali fiream, in fecret Woe. 

Far, from the bufy World, J will retire ; 

Where mournful Mem'ory feeds the filent Fire. 

Firft taught by Thee the noblef? Flame to prove; 

The Force! the Life! the Elegance of Love ! 

Sacred, I will to Thee thy Gift confine: 

Grafp Thee, thro’ Death, —— and be, for ever, Thine. 
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